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' "DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


Sir THEODORE GOODCHILD. 

Sir ARCHY MACSARCASM, a Scotſman. 

Sir CALLAGHAN O'BRALLAGAN, an Triſman. 
MORDECAT, an Eg Few. 

SQUIRE GROOM, a Newmarket Jockey. 
CHARLOTTE, Nice to Sir Theodore Geodchild, 

A Lawyer and Servant. e 


LOVE A-LA-MODE. 


ACT I. 


SCENE, Sir Theodore Goodchild's s Houſe i 7 in Lending 


Enter Sir Theodore Goodchild and Charlotte. 5 
Sir T. THAT will the world ſay of me, but that * 
- was a very prudent man? 

Char. The world! the world will applaud you, efpect- 
cially when they know what ſort of lovers they are, and. 
that the ſole motive of their-affeRion is the lady's foc- 
tune, No poor girl ſure was ever plagued with ſuch a_ 
brood as I am.—The-frſt upon my Jiſt is a high- minded 
North Britiſh knight, who ſets up for a wit, a man of 
Learning and ſentiment ; he bears himſelf fair while you 
are preſent, but abuſe the whole world when their backs 
are turned 4 and withal has ſo high a notion of ihe digai- 
ty ok his family, that he would, no doubt, think he laid 
me under a great obligation, ia honouring me with his 
ihand,—T he ſecond is a downright Ideot, a flutteriug, fri- 
volous thing, well knows ig moſt public places by the 
dame of Beau Mordecai, an Engliſh Jew. —The next in 
Cupid's traia is your rephew, whoſe Iriſh voice and mili- 
tary aſpect make me fancy that he was not only born in a 
ſiege, but that Bellona alone could be his nurſe, Mars his 
preceptor, and the camp the academy where he received 4 
the firſt rudiments of his education, 5 
Sir 7. My dear Chaclotte, you ſhould not be fo 3 
upon my nephew, what can you expect from a mere rough 
he ſoldier, who mult needs go from his friends a w- 
lunteer, and has lived theſe ſeveral years within the cir- 
cuit of a camp; ſo that I don't LEN 10 has 11 ideas 
diſliact from his profeſſion, - - 


A V2: | 5 8 bar. 
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"Chor. Let me ſee, his name i 

Sir T. Callagan O'Brallaghan. 

Char. Sir Callaghan O' Brallaghan ? it is enough to 
ehoak me—if | have him I muſt have an Iriſh iaterpreter 
w make me underſtand what he ſays. 

Sir T. Well. 1 muſt go and ſee about your ſuit; the 
coach waits—they all dine here, I think? 

Char. All but Squire Groom, and he is to ride a match, 


which I ſuppoſe no charms could perſuade. him to ab- 


ſent from. 
Sir 7. Well, make yourſelf what ſport you pleaſe with 


them—1 ſhall certainly be back to dinner good morning 
to you my dear. . [Exit Sir . 
ord. (WFithout ) Six Theodore, your ſervant—is Miſs 


Charloite this way ? 


Sir 7. She is, Sir—good morning to you. 
Mord. You 1 dine with us, Sir Theodore? 
Sir 7, Certainly. 


Euter Mordecai, fingeng. 


. Mord. Thus let me pay my ſofteſt adoration, and that 


and thus, aud thus, (K:fjing her band) in amorous tran- 
iports breathe my laſt. 


Char, Not ſo faſt, Mr, Mordecai ; you are very gallant, 


Sir, | proteſt I never ſaw you berter dreſt. 


Mord. Ii is well enough, Madam, juſt as my taylor 


fancies: do; you like it ? 
Ebar. Oh] it is quite elegant; but if Lmiſtake not, you - 


are ſoremarkable for a taſte in dreſs, that you are knowa 


all over the city, by the name of Change - alley Beau. 


Ard. They do diſtinguiſh me by that title, but I de- 
clate I have not the vaniiy to thiok I deſerve it. 
Char. Oh, Mr. Mordecai, well remembered! I heard of 


-your amour at the Opera with Mils Sprightly. 


Mord. Dear M.dam, how can you be fo ſevere? That 


the lady has deſipns, I ſledfaſtly believe; but as for me 


—— but pray, Madam, who told * ? 
Char. vir Archy Macſarcaſm. 
- Mord. Oh, what a creature you have named ! the very 


- abftract of filth and naſtineſs ! he takes ſuch a quantity ef 


Scots ſnuff, that be ſmells worſe than a tatlow-chandler's 
ſhop in the dog-days There is not one word of 


4ruth in five that he ſays; and he uttels his ſmilies with 


ſerye you: I hope I lee your ladyſhip weel. 


61 


all the gravity imaginable, after the moderate allowance 
of ſour bottles of port, three ounces of Scots ſouff, and 


twelve pipes of tobacco. 


Char. What a character he has drawn of the knight! 
Mord. Why, Madam, I vow to gad, he is the daily 


ſport of every coffee- houſe in town ; all his own country- 


men of any character conſtantly avoid him, and —oh, the 
devil! here he comes. | 
Sir 4. (Without) Sawney, bid Donald bring the cha- 


riot at aught o'clock exactly. 


Enter Sir Archy Macſarcaſm. 


Mord. My dear knight, 1 am ſincerely glad to ſee yon, 
and have the honour, at all times, and upon all occaſions, 


to be your moſt obedient humble ſervant. 
Sir A. What, my child of circumciſion, how do you do, 


my bonny Girgaſite ? Gi'e us a wag o' your Juf, lad. 


Why, ye're as diligent i in the ſervice o' your miſtreſs, as 


in the ſervice o' your looking glaſs! for your een or yopr 
thoughts are ay turn't upo' the ane or the ither. 


1 


Mord. And your wit, 1 find, Sir Archy, like a cour- 


_ tier's tongue, will always retain its uſual politeneſs. 


Char. Civil and rar on both ſides 
your ſervant. 

Sir A. Ten thouſand pardons, Madam—1 did not ob- 
Ah! Ma- 
dam, you luik like a deeveenity. I-ſee friend Mordecai 
is determined to bear awa the prize frae us a? ; he's trickt 


Sir Archy, 


out in a' the colours o' the rainbow, 


Char. Mr. Mordecai is always well dreſs'd, Sir Archy. 
Sir A. Upon my word he's as fine as a jay.—Step a- 


lang, man, turn round, and let us ſee your fine ſhape. Ab, 
he ſtands vera weel, vera weel indeed! What's this in his 
| hat? a feather ! vera elegant, vera elegant 1 proteſt, I ne- 


ver ſaw a tooth-drawer better dreſt a' my life. 


 » Mord. Upon my word I am your moſt bumble ſervant, 
Sir Archy. | 
Sir A. Weel, Mordecai, ye ha been whiſpering your 


love-ſick tale in the lady's lug, do ye ken that ſhe's in- 
clinable to your paſſion? _ 
Mord. From the converſatian I have had with her, I 


begin to thick, chat my figure and are have made an 


im preſſion upon her. 


| 
| 
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Sir 4. Vera weel, that's right, that's right—I mun 


ken that your Iadyſhip has been chtertain'd vera weel by 
my friend Mordecai, before I broke in upon you; he's a 


guide ane at a tale, when the ſtocks is at an end and the 
| Jottery at the ither, ha! ha! ha! but Je maun ken that 
I ha' news for you that canna fail to gi” muckle ſport. 


Char. What is it, pray, Sir Archy ? 


Sir A. Why, ye maun kes, that in my way to your ſa» 


dyſhip's mantion, I pickt up my bonny Hibernian—as 
fine - upon my honour, as fine as little Mordecai here. 
Char. But you have not left him behind you? I expec- 


| ted him here ere this. 


Sir J. Left him! ye maun ken that I ha- brought him 
wi me; fer I'm like the monarchs of auld, I never tra- 


vel without my fail; he is as good as a comedy or farce 
hut he has made a jargon, which he ſtiles a ſonnet, 


upon his bewitching Charlotte, as he calls you, Madam; 
he's now altering it, and ye maun expect fic an epiſtle 


as has na been penn'd ſince the days of Don Quixote—- 


You have heard him ſing it, Mordecai ? 

Aord. I beg your pardon, Sir Archy, I have heard him 
roar it, Egad! we have had him juſt now, Madam, at a 
tavern, and made him give it us in an Iriſh how], that 


might be heard from here to Welt Cheſter. 


Sir A. Why, Mordecai, you have a depiliſh deal of wit 


may, aye that's what he hae. 


Aurd. Your moſt obedient, Sir Archy: I am afraid 


you flatter me; but I muſt be going Madam, I kiſs your 
hand. 


Char. You are not going to leave us, Mr. Mordecai ? 
Mord. Only to have a (lice of Sir Callaghan before 


dinner by way of a whet, that's all, Madam, only by way 


of a whet. . 
Sir A. Not a word of the fonnet, man ! 
Ard. Never fear, Sir Archy, never fear. [Ex. Mord. 


Sir A. What a fantaſtical Baboon this little Iſraelite 
makes of himſelf! 


Char. He's very entertaining, Sir Archy. 
Sir A. The fallow's vera ridiculous, and therefore vera 


uſeful in ſociety, for wherever he gangs there maun be 
laughter: But now, Madam, a word or twa to our ain 
1 ane ir T 05 wad: 
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fcorn to ſay it: — concerning theſe creatures who calf 
themſelves your lovers, there are three of them about your 
Iadyſhip's perſon, as unfit for you as a wandering Arab; 
and whaſe ſentiments are as wife o' true felicity as the 
North and South poles : reptiles and beggars, wha can 
| | boaſt of naething, but a knowledge of fic things as wad 
make um be kend by a' judicious fok, een as the outcaſts 
o' the warld. And the firſt this Mordecai, to be ſure the 
| fallow's wealthy; yes he's wealthy—but then a reptile, 
Madam, he's a reptile ! whaſe common place notions are 
| © nae farther extent than *Change-alley, or the coffee · 
houſes, and whaſe only ideas are cent. per cent. ſchemes, 
ſtocks, annuities, and South Sea bubbles. 5 

Char. Ay, Sir Archy! you are above ſuch grovelli 

thoughts. - Your ambition is to adorn your mind. 

Sir A. Then, Madam, as to Squire Groom: to be ſure 
he's a great ſportſman, but he's a beggar—a'beggar | and 
nae doubt but your fortune would be very acceptable: 

 *rwould enable him to redeem his ſtead o' horſes, put him 
on his legs again, and according till his ain phraſe, he 
would be bottom, Madam, he would be bottom ; but in 
a few years, Madam. your whole fortune, the wiſe ſcrap- 
10g of your anceſtors, would be wantonly ſquandered 
away upoy cock-tighting, horſe-racing, grooms, jockeys, 
and fic like ſpend-thrift amuſements ; and your ladyſhip 
not ha” a blanket left to cover you. Thea as to Sir Cal- 
laghan O'Brallaghan, the fallow's weel enough to laugh 
at; but ye mana luik about ye there, for your guardian 
is his uncle, and to my certain knowledge, there is a de- 
ſign upon your fortune in that quarter: depend upon it, 
there's a deſign upon your fortune. FO ny va 
Char. I believe, indeed, a lady's fortune is the priucipal 
object of every lover. 5 +5 

Sir A. I grant ye, Madam, wi” Sir Callaghan O'Bral- 

laghan, Squire Groom, and fic like fallows ; but men of 
.- .honour have ither principles: I aſſure you, Madam, tis 
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not for the pecuniary, but for the divine graces o your 
_---- mind, and the mental perfections of your ſaul and body, 
Which are more to me than all the riches of Peru and 


Char. O Sir Archy! | 
Sic 2. Belides, Madam, gin ye marry me, ye will mar- 


— 
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| ry a man of ſobrĩety and economy. It is true, T am not 
] in the hey-day of my blood, yet far from the vale of 


years, as the poet ſays. I am not like the young whip- 
ſters of this age, who are a' ſpirits at the firſt onſet, but 
gang aff like a ſquib or a cracker on a rejoicing night, 
and are never heard o' mair. The young men, now a 
| gays, Madam, are mere baubles, abſolute baubles. 
I, Char. Now] think old men, Sir Archy, are but baubles. 
„Sir 4. Beſides, Madam, conſider the dignity and anti- 
qquity of our family: Madam, in our family there are 
| three viſcounts, four barons, fix earls, ſeven marquiſles, 
and twa dukes: the families o' the ſouth-are na to be 
compared to families o the North—There is as muckle 
difference as between a hound of blood and a mongrel. © 
Char. And why ſo, Sw? 
A Sir 4. I'll tell you, Madam—The nobeelity of Scotland 
are a* deſcended frae renowned warriors, and heroes of 
glorious atchievements, wha diſdain'd to make alliances, 
or contaminate their bluid wi” ony that war na as great | 
| as their ain.—But here in the ſouth, ye are a' ſprung - 
|  frae naething in the warld but wool packs, hop ſacks, 
ſogar kiſts, tar barrels, and rum puncheons. | 
Char. Ha! ha! ha! SY 
Sir 4. What gars ye laugh, Madam ? 
Char. The opinion ye have of our nobility. - = 
Sir 4. Guid troth, Madam, it's true: a' we families o“ 
he north are of another kidney quite: we diſdain a mix- 
|, * rure of bluid that is na as pnre as our ain; whereas here 
ye are a ſtrange amphibious breed, being a compoſition -- 
| of Turks, Jews, Nabobs, and Refugees, 


> 
. 


Cher. We are indeed a ſtrange mixture, Sir Archy, 
Sir A. Vera true, vera true;—my family is a family 
of rank and conſequence ; which, if you marry into, will 
purify your bluid, and refine it frae the ices and draps of 
trade, with which it is contaminated, which your money 
cannot do for you, War it as muckle as the bank of Edin- 
bro”. | 
Enter Mordecai. 
Mord. Sir Archy, he is juſt without, he is coming. 
Sir Callaghan O'Brallaghan. (Mitheut.) Is the lady this 
way, do you ſay, young man? 
Serv. She is, Sir. 


„„ | 
Sir C. Then Tl trouble you with no farther geremony. 
{Enters) Madam, I am your moſt obedient hilhble ſer- 
valt, 1 8 ; | 


Char, I am very ſorry to bear we ſhall ſoon de depriv'd 


of your company, Sir Callaghan, I thought the war in 
Germany had been all over. 1 


Sir C. Yes, Madam, it was all oper but it began . 
gain —A ſoldier never Rves in quiet, till he has nothing 


to do, then he quits the field with more ny. 
Sir A. The lady was juſt ſaying, ſhe wat 
you would favour her with a ſlight narrative of what hap- 
pen'd in Germany. 


Sir C. Pray, Madam, don't aſk me I am afraid it 


would look like gaſconading in me! and I will affyre you 


there is no ſuch thing in nature, as giving a deſcription _ 
of a fiery battle: for there is ſo much done every Where, 


that nobody knows what is done any where, Then there 


is ſuch drumming and trumpeting, and ſuch delightful 
confuſion altogether, that you can no more give an account _ | 


of it, than you can of the ſtars in the ſky, _ 

Sir A. It's a vera guide account he gi'es 0't.” (Alde to 
Mordecai) Let us ſmoke him, and ſee if we can get a lit- 
tle fun with him.—Try if he will give you ſome account 
of the battle. | | ig 
Mord. Pray, Sir Callaghan, how many might you kill 
in any one battle you have been at? | 
Sir C. (Srarting.) Vil tell you—l generally kill more 
in a battle than a coward would chuſe to look upon, or 

than an impertinent fellow would be able to eat. Are yo 
anſwer'd, Mr Mordecai? . | 5 1 

Sir A. You was deviliſh ſharp upon him faith. 

Mord. Wasn't 1? * 5 

Sir A. Yes, but have another cut at him. The Iſrael- 
ite will bring himſel iutill a damn'd ſcrape here. [| Hide. 

Mord. Sir Callaghan, give me leave to tell you, if I 
was à general | | | 

Sir C. A general | upon my ſoul, and you would make 
a fine general=——Oh, Madam, look upon the general. 
Mr Mordecai, do not look vpon being a general as fo 
light a matter. It is a very difficult trade to.learn to re- 
joice, with danger on the one ſide, and death on the o- 
ther, and a great many more things, that you know no 
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ry a man of ſobriety and ceconomy. It is true, I am not 
in the hey-day of my blood, yet far from the vale of 
years, as the poet ſays. I am not like the young whip- 

ſters of this age, who are a' ſpirits at. the firſt onſet, but 

gang aff like a ſquib or a cracker on a rejoicing night, 
and are never heard o' mair. The young men, now a 
Mays, Madam, are mere baubles, abſolute baubles. 

Char. NowT think old men, Sir Archy, are but baubles, 

Sir A. Bcſides, Madam, conſider the dignity and anti- 
"quity of our family: Madam, in our family there are 

- - three viſcounts, four barons, fix earls, ſeven marquilſles, 

and twa dukes: the families o' the ſouth-are na to be 

compared to families o the North—There is as muckle 
difference as between a hound of blood and a mongrel, - 

| Char. And why ſo, Sir ? 

Sir 4. I'll tell you, Madam—The nobeelity of Scotland 
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glorious atchievements, wha diſdain'd to make alliances, 
or contaminate their bluid wi” ony that war na as great 
as their ain.—But here in the ſouth, ye are a' ſprung - 


ſugar kiſts, tar barrels, and rum puncheons. 

Char. Hal ha! ha! | 

Sir 4. What gars ye laugh, Madam ? 

Char. The opinion ye have of our nobility. - 

Sir 4. Guid troth, Madam, it's true: a' we families o- 
the north are of another kidney quite: we diſdain a mix - 

ture of bluid that is na as pnre as our ain; whereas here 
ye are a ſtrange amphibious breed, being a compoſition 
of Turks, Jews, Nabobs, and Refugees, 

Char. We are indeed a ſtraoge mixture, Sir Archy, 

Sir A. Vera true, vera true; —my family is a family 
of rank and conſequence ; which, if you marry into, will 
purify your bluid, and refine it frae the ices and draps of 

trade, with which it is contaminated, which your money 
cannot do for you, war it as muckle as the bank of Edin- 
bro'. | | £659 

Enter Mordecai. 

Mord. Sir Archy, he is juſt without, he is coming. 

Sir Callaghan O'Brallaghan. (Mitheut.) Is the lady chis 
way, do you ſay, young man? 
Serv. She is, Sir. 


are a! deſcended frac renowned warriors, and heroes of 


frae naething in the warld but wool packs, hop ſacks, . 
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6 Then Vll trouble you with no farther remony. 
{Enters) Madam, I am your moſt obedient humble ſer- 
vant, 9 Ry - 1 IP 

Char. I am very ſorry to hear we ſhall ſoon he depriv'd 
of your company, Sir Callaghan, I thought the war in 
Germany had been all over. 


Sir C. Yes, Madam, it was all oper but it began . 
gain—A ſoldier never Rves in quiet, till he has nothing 


to do, then he quits the field with more ſafety. 


Sir 4. The lady was juſt ſaying, ſhe weald be glad if 


you would favour her with a ſlight narrative of what hap- 


pen'd in Germany. N 
Sir C. Pray, Madam, don't aſk me; —I am afraid it 
would look like gaſconading in me! and I will altyre you 


there is no ſuch thing in nature, as giving a deſcription - 
of a fiery battle: for there is ſo much done every Where, 
that nobody knows what is done any where. Then there 

is ſuch drumming and trumpeting, and {uch delightful 

confuſion altogether, that you can no more give an account 


of it, than you can of the ſtars in the ſky. $2 
Sir A. It's a vera guide account he gi'es 0't.” (Aſde to 
Mordecai) Let us ſmoke him, and ſee if we can get a lit- 


tle fun with him.— Try if he will give you ſome account 


of the battle. Fn 
Mord. Pray, Sir Callaghan, how many might you kill 
in any one battle you have been at? | 


Sir C. (Starting.) Vil tell you—l generally kill more 


in a battle than a coward would chuſe to look upon, or 
than an impertinent fellow would be able to eat. Are yo 
anſwer'd, Mr Mordecai? . 35 
Sir 4. You was deviliſh ſharp upon him faith. 

Mord. Wasn't I? . IT 
Sir A. Yes, but have another cut at him. The Iſrael- 
ite will bring himſel iatill a damn'd ſcrape here. [ Hide. 

Mord. Sir Callaghan, give me leave to tell you, if I 
was a general | |; | | 

Sir C. A general | upon my ſoul, and you would make 
a fine general Oh, Madam, look upon the general. 
Mr Mordecai, do not look vpon being a general as fo 


light a matter. It is a very difficult trade to.learn to re- 
joice, with danger on the one ſide, and death on the o- 


ther, and a great many more things, that you know no 
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more of than I do of being high prieſt to a ſynagogue 
o hold your tongue, my dear Mr. Mordecai, about that, 
and go mind your cent per cent, and your lottery tickets 
in Change alley. | 
Sir A. Ha! ha! by the lord he has tickled up the Iſ-- 
Taclite; he has given it to the Moabite on both ſides of 
| the head. | Aide. 

Char. But you have been frequently in danger, fir! 

Sir C. Danger, Madam, is the ſoldier's profeſſion ; and 
death his beſt reward. Ts 

Mord. A bull! a bull !—Pray how do you make that 
þ out? You fay death is the ſoldier's beſt reward. 

Sir C. I'l] tell you how—A general dead in the field of 
| battle is a monument of fame, that makes him as much 
| alive as Cæſar or Alexander, or any dead heroe of them 

all: and when the hiſtory of America comes to be writ- 1 

ten, there is your brave young general Wolf, that died in- A 

the * before Quebec, will be alive to the end of the 1 
world. | 
| Char. True, Sir Callaghan, the actions of that day will 
| be remembered while Britain or Britiſh gratitude have a 
: Dame. 5 
J Sir A4. Wha was it did the buſineſs at Quebec? Oh! 
[ the Highlanders bore the bell that day. Had you but 

ſeen them with their Andrewferraras, how they cut them 
| and ſlaſn'd them about: they did the buſineſs, and gain't 
immortal fame upon the ſpot. | 
Sir C. Sir Archy, give me your hand; TI afſure you, 
; your countrymen are brave ſoldiers; and fo are mine too. 
| "Ghar. I think L heard Sir Theodore's coach ſtop. 


* 


I Enter SERVANT. 

4 Serv, Madam, Sir Theodore waits for you, and dinner: 
| 4s almoſt ready. 

| Mord. Madam, will you honour me with the tip of 

| your wedding finger ? Adieu, Sir Callaghan, Sir Ar- 


chy, your ſervant—— Adieu, Sir Callaghan. 


1a | [ Exeunt Char. and Mod. . 
Sir C. A very impudent ſellow this Mr, Mordecai ! If 
it had not been for the lady, I would have been a little 
upon the cavee with him. 
Sir 4. Becauſe the raſcal has been let into our compa- « 
By: 


0:31.23, | 
| * at Bath, be intrudes upon you wherever you 90.— Hut 
| have you written the letter to the lady 
| Sir C. Faith I have not! for I — it would i not be 
right to make my addreſſes to the lady, till I had} made 
; my affections known to her guardian; ſo 1 hare, idited, : 
the letter to him, 
EK Sir A. that's right, that's right; for ſo as ye do but 
VPuorite, it matters not to whom.—But where is it? | 

Sir C. Here it is. 

Sir A. I warrant it's a bonny epiſtle, 

Sir C. (Reads. ) * Sir, as I have the honour to bear the 
character of a ſoldier, and to call Sir Theodore Goodchild 
uncle, I do not think it would be conſiſtent for a man of . 
| honour to behave like a ſcoundrel.—— 

Sir A. That's an excellent remark, an i 
1 and vera new! 
1 Sir C. ( Reads.) Therefore I thought proper before 1 
proceeded any further, (for I have done nothing as yet) 
to oper” my mind to you before I gain the affoctions of the 
lady.“ Vou ſee, Sir Archy, I was for carrying on my ap- 
= proaches like a ſoldier a la militaire, as we ſay abroad. 
| Reads.) Tou are ſenſible my family is as old as any 
in the three kingdoms, and older too; I ſhall therefore 
come to the point at ofhice.” You ſee: I have given him a 
little rub by way of a bint about our family, becauſe Sir 

Theodore is a bit of a relation by the mother's fide only, 
F which is a little upſtart family that came in with one 
Strongbow Yother day, not above fix or ſeven hundted 
years ago: now my father's family are related to the 
O'Strickeſſes, the O'Cannakans, the O' Callaghans, and 1 
myſelf am an O'Brallaghan, which is the oldeſt of them 
all. 

Sir A. Les, ſir, I believe ye re of a vera: N + bt. 

Jy, but ye re out in ne polat-. re A831 pt... 

Sir C. What's that, Sit Archy 2 A 
Sir A. Why. fir, whare he ſaid, he was arne as a0y | 
family in the three kingdom. 

Sir C. Why then I ſaid no more than. is true, Sir Archy. 

Sir 4. Hoot awa' man, ye dinda conſider the families 
o the north — Ve of Hiber nia are as low as the buſhy 
bramble, and tuik * retpge frac a' corners in that wild ſp + 


What 


1 


What he live, pend'd i in like a ſet o outcaſts, and as ſuch 


you remain until this hour. 


Sir G. I beg your pardon Sir Arehy- that s the Scots 
account, which never ſpeaks truth, becauſe it is partial— 
but the Iriſh account, which muſt be true, becauſe it was 
written by one of my own family, ſays, the Scots are all 


Iriſhmen's baſtards. 


Sir A. Baſtards! what, do you make us ilegitimate— 
Flegitimate, Sir? 


Sir C. Why little Terence Flaherty - O'Brallaghan was 


the man who went over from Carrickfergus, and peopled 


all Scotland with his own hands. 


Sir A. Sir Callaghan, though your ignorance and vani- 


ty would mak-raviſhers of your anceſtors, and harlots and 
Sabines of our mothers, yet he ſhall find in me 
Sir C. Hark ye, Sir Archy, what was that you ſaid ot 
now about ignorance and vanity ? 

Sir A. Sir, 1 denounce you baith ignorant and vain, 
and mak your maiſt od. 

Sir C. Faith! I can make nothing at all of it, becauſe 
they are not words that a gentleman i is uſed to; therefore 
you muſt unſay them again. 

Sir 4. in þe fir, eat my words, a North Briton eat his 
words ! 
Sir C. By ay ſoul you muſt, and that immediately. 

Sit 4. You Gull eat a piece of my weapon firſt, ſir. 

 [ Draws. 

8 r 0 Put up for we, Sir Archy: conſider drawing 
afworg | is a'very ſerious . of buſineſs, and ſhould be 
done in private. 

Sir J. Defend yourſelf- For by the oral croſs of 
St Andrew, I'll have ſatisfaction for making us l 


mate 

Sir G Now by the croſs of St Patrick, you are a very 
fooliſh man; but, if you have a mind for a little of that 
game, come away to the right ſpot. 


Sir A. No equivocation, fir, dinna think you have kor- | 


ten Beau Mordecai to cope with. 


Sir C. Come on then, for e the ſword— . 


Oh! you Areas welcome as th 


ers in May. 1 
Tos kr fie 2.) 


„ 
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Enter Charlotte. 

Char. Tor heaven's ſake, what's the matter? what is 
all this about? 

Sir C. It is about Sir Archy's 8 great graadmother, Ma- 
dam. . 
Char. Sir Archy's great gra 

Sir J. Madam, he has caſt an affront upon a hale n1- 
tion, and I canna thole it. 

Sir C. I am ſure if I did, it wis more than I intended, 
It was m to prove the antiquity of my family, : 

Char, Pray, let me make peace between you, 

Sir A. Sir as ye ſay ye didna intend the affront, Lam 


ſatisficd. 


Sir C. Sir Archy there are two hitigs lam always a- 
fraid of; the one is of being affronted, wyſcit „and the o- 
ther of affronting g any man. 

Char. A very generous, Sons, Sir Callaghan—but | 
I. hope this affair is over. 

Sir J. I am ſatisfied, Madam; but let me tell vou, Sir 
Callaghan, as a friend, man, you ſhoul never enter in- 
to diſputes about hiſtory, literature, or antiquity of 
famiijes, for you have got ſuch a curſed wicked Jirgon 
upon your tongue 

Sir C. Oh, I beg your nd Sir 'Archy;—*tis you 

de got fach a damn'd twiſt of Scots brogue, that IM 
don't underſtand good Engliſh when I ſpeak it. 

Sir A. Vera wee], vera weel, - but you are out again; 
for every body kens that I ſpeak the South country dialect 
iae weel, that wherever I gang [ am always taken for an 
F nalihmin—ber we'll appeal to the lady which ous twa 
has the brogue. 

Sir C. With all my heart, —Pray Madam, have I the 
br-pne ? | 

Char. No, ſir, 

Sir C. | am ſure I never could perceive it. 

Char. Nenher have you a brogue, you both ſpe:k very 
good Engliſn— But come, gertlermenn, diner Waits. 

Sir C. We'll follow you, Madam. 

Char. Pray don't be long. [Exit Char. 

Sir A4. Weel now, n vie o'er the deſign of the let- 
ter. 

Sir C. Sir Archy, never fear me, for as the old ſong goes. 
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You never did hear 
Of an Iriſhman's Fear, 
In love or in battle, 
In love or in battle. 


We're always on duty, | : 


And ready for beauty; 
Though canons do rattle, 

Though canons do rattle. 

By day and by night 

We love and we fight; 

We're honour's defenders: 

We're honour's defenders : 
The foe and the fair, 

We always take care Z 

To make them ſurrender, 

To make them ſurrender. 


[Exeunt. 
— — — 
9 > « 
r 
Enter Sir Archy Macſarcaſm and Charlotte. 88 
5 Sir Archy. | 


AUNS, Madam, ſtep intill us for a few minutes; 
Y you will crack your ſides with laughing We ha'e 
pap anither fuil come to divert us unexpectedly, which 
think the higheſt fuil that the age has produced. 
Char, Who is it you mean, Sir Archy ? 
Sir A. Squire Groom, Madam, the fine your ever be- 


| © held; in little boots half up his leg, a cap, his jockey- 
4+. dreſs, and a' his pontificalibus, juſt as he rode his match 


+-* yeſterday at York. Antiquity in a' its recasds of Greek and 


Roman folly, never produced a ſenator viliting his miſtreſs 
in ſo complete a fool's parb. | 


Char. This is ſome new ſtroke of humour. 
Enter Mordecai. 

Mard. Ha! ha! I ſball burſt ;—I have 
man 2nd Squire Groom at a challenge. 
Char. I hope not. 


— —— — 


be In- 


— 


1 
Sir 4, Ha! ha! that's guid, that's Zuid! I thought 
it would come to action, ha! ha! that's clear ; — we all 
ha'e ane of them pink'd. 
Mord. O Madam, the challenge need not 1 you: 
tis only half piats of claret to your ladyſhip's health. 
| Char. Lord! Mr. Mordecai, how can you ſtartle one ſo? 
RY | Sir. A. | am very ſorry for that: guid troth! I was in 
hopes they had a mind to ſhow their proweſs before the 
lady their miſtreſs; or that we ſhould ha'e a little Iriſh or 
Newmarket bluid ſpilt. But what was the cauſe of the 
challenge, Mordecai ? 
Mord.: Why, their paſſion for this lady—till the dit. 
pute riſing high, they determined to decide it in a Cal- 
K . cade of claret. 
1 Char. Oh, I'm afraid they kill themſelves ! 
Sir A. Never fear, Madam, nought's never in danger. 
: Mord. Look, look, the champion comes, 
Wn Enter Squire Groom. 
| Groom. Hoicks, hoicks hark forward my heile prin- 
| ceſs! forward, forwire | hoicks—heaugh, Madam, I beg 
a million of pardons for not being with you at dinner 
it was not my fault, pon honour—1 ſat up:all night, and 
. propoſed to ſet out betimes; but about eleven o'clock laſt 
- Dight, at Vork —ve were all damn'd jolly, and tofs'd off 
tx flaſks of burgundy a- piece. But thit booby, Sir Roger 
- Bumper, borrowed my ſtop watch to ſet his by it, —Here - 
it is, look at it, Madam, it cortects the ſun; they all go 
by it, Madam, at Newmarket; and fo, Madam, as I was 
telliog you—the drunken blockhead put mine back two 
| hours o purpoſe to deceive me, otherwiſe it was fifty to 
one, I could have been here to a ſ{ccond. 


Char, pep. lir, what i is the meaning of this extraordi- 
nary dreſs? 
Groom. Not a peer in England could have one mange 
tall), the true tuit taſte: Nou muſt know, Madam, 1 
rode my maich in this very dreſs yeſterday, and Jack 
Buck, Roger Bumper, Frank Fudge, and a few more of 
them, laid me a hundred each, that I would not ride to 
London, and vitit you in it, ha! ha! but I've taken them 
all in damme; ha! ha! ba'nt I, Madam ? 


Char, Pray, what time dv you take to ride from Vork ö 
o Loudoa ? di ODD«cov“du 


— 


- 
—— — — —— — 
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Greom. Ha! time, Madam —whp, bar a neck, a leg or 


an arm, {ixtecn hours, ſeven minutes, and thirty-two ſe— 


conds, ſometimes three or four ſeconds under, that is, to 


the Stones, not to my own houſe, | 


Sir. A. No, no, not to your ain houſe, that would be too 
much. e | PE 
Groom. No, no, only to the Stones end; but then I 
have my own hacks, that are all ſtecl to the bottom 
all blond ſtickers and lappers every inch of them, my 
dear, that will come through if they have but one leg out 
of the four. I never keep any thing, Madam, that is not 
bottom, —Game, game to the laſt ! game, ay, ay! you'll 
fiod every thirg that belongs to me game! ” 
Sir A. Weel ſaid, Squire Groom! yes, yes, he is game 
to the bottom, he is game, Madam There, walk about 


man, and ſhew us your ſhapes; what a fine figure, and bas 


lae guid an underſtanding, that it is a pity he ever ſhould 
do any thing but ride horſe-races—W hat a fuil! don't you 


ihink he's a cui ſed ideot? [ Hide io Mord. 


Mord. Well enough for a country ſqvire. 5 
Groom, Well, Madam, which of us muſt be the happy 


mad? you know I love you, Madam you knew 1 do: 


may never croſs Joſtle if I don't. 
Char, Ob, Sir, I {ce your paſſion in your eycs. 
Sir A. Wee), but Squire, you ha' gien us no account 


bow your match went. 


* 


Char. What vas your match, Sir? 

Grem Our ſubliiption and vur ſweepſtakes. — There 
ate leven of us, Madam, Jack Buck, Lord Þreinlels, Bob 
Katte — Lou know Bob, Madam? hab's a dawn'd honeft 


Fehou— dir Harry lele, Lick Riot, Sir Roger Eumper, 
and myſelt. We put in fie butched pounds a piece, all 
to 1ide our ſelves, and to carry my Weight—all io carry m 


weight: the odds at ſtarting were: even to tour againſt me 
the field ound; and the field, ten, fiftcen, and twenty to 
one ; for y. uv o11 ft kuyw, Madam, they thought they had 


ment a Cd Wird ; for the thing 1 was to ride was let 
down in the back finews, La! ha! do yeu mind me, let 


Cown in his exerciſe ! 
Sir . Ak! that was uplocky. 


Groom: Damn'd uplucky | tut that my groom bad kim 


Giied, ind he loud found, Was in five nien fieek 


"2 a> 


and for the firſt half mile you migbi have covered us all 


but your friend Bob, Madam, ba! ha- I ſhall never for- 
get it; poor Bob's gelding took the reſt, few out of the 


» a ehe ucck under the wind thus, ſnug—ſnug, my 


Madam, — ſo Itwitch'd them all round, grip'd the gamb- 


i ſtarting, ſplit me! ha! was'nt 1 right, old Shadrach ? hat 
took all the odds, tooks all the odds, old dirt colour. 


© Ea rs, » | 
F Ya... co 


Py 5: 


as your ladyſhip's ſkin : we ſtarted of ſcore, by Jupiter, 


with your under petticoat. I ſaw I had them in hand, 


courſe, and run over two attornies, a quack doctor, a me- 
thodiſt parſon, an exciſeman, and a little beau, Madam, 
that you uſed to laugh at ſo immoderately at Bath—a li- 
tle dirty thing with a chocolate coloured phiz, juſt like 
Mordecai. 3 a 
Sir A. There he had the little Girgaſite upon the hip. 
Groom The people were in hopes he had killed the 
lawyers, and were damnably diſappointed when they found. 
he had only broke the leg o' the one, aud the back of the 
other. 5 
Char. Well, fir; pray inform us who won the ſubſcrip- 
tion. | ; 3 
Groom. It lay between me and Dick Riot, Madam; we 
were neck and heels for three miles, as hard as we could 
lay leg to ground, and running every inch, but at the firſt 
I felt for him, I found 1 had the foo: —kaew my bottom 
pulled up—pretended to dig ;—but Fodge—Franke 
Fudge gave the ſignal to Tom Ticklepurle to lay it on 
thick: J had the vip hand all the way—lay with my 


dear—had him quite in hand=-while Riot was digging and 
lapping right and left, but it would not do, my dear, a- 
gainſt foot and bottom, and head let po, darted by 
him hke n arrow—fo within a hundred yards of the dit- 
tance poſt poor Lick was blown to deſtruction, knocked 
up as ſtiff as a turnpike, and left to caner in by myſelf, 


lers, aud broke the blacklegs——for I took all the odds at 


| Te Mord. 

Sir A, Ha! ha! well, tis wonderſu] to think at what 

a pitch of excellency our nobility are arriv'd at in the arc 

of ſporting, I believe we excel a' the nobility of Europe 
in that ſcience, eſpecially in jockey(hip.” - „ 

Sroom. Sir Archy, I'll tell you what l' de- l' ſtart 

a horſe, fight a man, hunt a pack of hounds, ride a 


529 


match or fox chace, drive a ſet of horſes, or hold a af} : 


with any nobleman in the kingdom, for a thoutand each, 
and I fay done firſt, damme. 


Sir A. Ha! hat the {quire's the keeneſt ſportſman in 


a? Europe, Madam. There is naething comes amils 10 


him, NMiadam—he is a perfect Nimrod, he hums a' things 
frae the fica in the blanket to the elephant i in the forett— 
| he js perfect Nimrod—are you not, iquire ? 
| pf Hani Yei—l ama Nimrod at all, at any thiog. Why 
Fran a ſnail with his grace the other day for five hundred 
pounds—there was nothing in it—won it hallow, quite 
hallow ! half a horn's length. 
F 14 A. Half a horn's length !—ah, that was hollow ig- 
ec | 
Groom. Was it not hollow ? | 
Sir A. Oh, deviliſh ho-low indeed, Squire Groom! — 
But where is Sir Theodore a' this time? 
Gem. On! he is with Sir Cullaghan, joking him a 
8 driitkigs: F: with me, and his paſñion for you, 
Madam. 


Sir A. rou Wen ken. gentlemen, ehis lady and I have 


laid a f. heme to habe a little ſport wi“ Sir Callaghan: if 


ye Will a' Hep beh'n' the ee, l' gang and fetch bim, 


or any heroe in tragedy. | 
Groom. Sir Archy, I'i] be as ſilent 45/4 .00UD& AL fault... 
f! Sir A. Then, Madam, do you retire and come. in till 


mſt:nt, . | 
Char. I will be ready, Sir Archy. [Exit Char, 
dir A. Get you bchiu', gentlemen, get you behin”, 


N D kExit Sir A. 

Greim. Ay, ay. we 1 ſquat—never fear, Sir Archy— 
an Iriſhman me ke love hall be glad to hear what 
oy leichman can fay when be makes Jove—— What do, 
You think he'll ſay, hittle Shadrach ? ? Do you think he'll 

Wake love in liſh ? 
| Mord. Huh, buſh, ſquire ! they are come. { They retire. 

| Eater Sir Archy and Sir Callaghan. 


Sir A. Speak bauidly, man, ye ken the auld proverb 
— heart — 


Sir. G. 


and you ſhall hear him mak love ws fierce as Alexander, 


him as if ye came for the purpoſe—l'i! fetch him in an 


(-1 -19 * 


© Sir E. Ob, Ge tee k. ee noob ou 
mall fee 1 will ſoon bring it to an eclaireiſſement. 


Sir A. Oh, that's right, man, ſtick to that. She will 
be with you in a twinkling, I wiſh you guid ſucceſs. Ex. 
Sir C. I will follow my friend Sir Archy's advice, and 
attack the dear creature with vigour at once. Upon 
wy conſcience, ſhe's here in the miſt of my ſoliloquy. 
Enter Charlotte. 


Char. Sir Callaghan, your's—4 beg your pardon, I ex- 


pected to find the other gentlemen here, 
Sir C. Dear lady, your pardon you eaſily command; 
and as I am at war with the force of your chars, and 


mean to attack you inſtantly, will beg a truce before 1 


come to action. 


Sir A. He begins vera weel—he has got intill the heat 


of the battle already. 
. Char. But I am told, Sir Callaghan, you dedicate Gat 


part of your time to the Meſes, may I intreat the favour 
of: a ſong. 


* K-45 
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Sir C. Why Madam, I own I have been guilty vt: tor= 


turing one of the Muſes in the ſha pe of a ſong, aud mage: . 


you'll excuſe my putting your name to it. 

Char. Upon condition that you will let me bear it. 

Sir C. Oh! dear Madam, don't aſk me, it's a very 

fooliſh long—a mere bagatelle. 

Char. Oh! Sir Callaghan, I will admit of no excuſe 

Sir C. Well, Madam, ſince you deſire it you. ſhall have 
ii were it ten times worſe—tol de rot, lol I don't know 
'when I ſhall come ar the right fide of my voice, tol rol. 

Sir A. Ha! ha! now for it—You ſhall hear ſick a fang 
as has na been penn'd fin” the days they firſt clipt the 
wings o' the wild Iriſh. 

Chur. Dear ſir, I am quite impatient. 

Sir C. Now, Madam, I'll tell you beforehand; you W 


not expect fine ſinging from me as you hear at the Opera, 


b-cauſe we Itiſhmen are not cut for it like the Italians. 
(Linge. ) 
Let other men ſing of their goddeſſes bright, 
Who darken the day and enlighten the night; 
1 ſing of a woman of ſuch fleſh and blood, 
One touch 5 her fingers would do your heart set, 
: en 


i 
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Ten times in a day to her chamber I come, 
To tell her my paſſion, but can't, Pm ſtruck dumb: 

For Cupid he ſeizes my ſoul with ſurpriſe, 
And my tongue falls aſleep at the ſight of her eyes. 


Her little dog Pompey's my rival I ſee, 

She kiſſes and hugs him, but frowns upon me ; 
Then pray, my dear Charlotte, debaſe not your charms. 
But inſtead of your lap-dog take me to your arms, 


Sir A. Come now the ſang's o'er, let us ſteal awa*. 

Groom. He's a damn'd droll fellow: inſtead of your lap- 
dog take me to your arms, ha! ha! ha! 

Sir A. Huſh, ſaftly; dinna let him hear us ſteal aff 
he's an excellent droll fellow, as guid as a farce or a co- 
medy—a deeviliſh comical cheel! | 

[Exeunt Sir A. Mord. and Groom. 
Char. But Sir Callaghan, I fear no. lady can boaſt of al- 
lurements ſufficient to make ycu quit the army. 

Sir C. Why, Madam, when in my very early years, my 
good king was my friend in diſtreſs, and now he's at war, 
and wants my aſſiſtance, I ſhould be a poltroon to leave 
him. | x 

Char. Why then, Sir Callaghan, your ſervant, war is 
your miſtrels, and to her charms I reſign you. | Exit Char. 

Sir C. Upon my conſcience | tre} very fooliſh—Oh, but 
I will make a general attack, give the coup. de main, raiſe 
| the ſiege, ſet off for Germany to-morrow morning,—ell 
der my paſſion, and take my leave without ſaying a 1 

| | Xii. 
I Enter Sir Archy and Mordecai. 

Mord., Why, Sir Archy, from what I can at preſent 
perceive, by the dejected looks of Sir Theodore, the lady 
herſelf, and in ſhort the behaviour of the whole family, 
certainly ſomething wrong in their affairs has juſt hap- 

ned. 

Sir A. Your conjectures are very right, Mr. Mordecai 
F —tis a' over with him—he's an uudone beggar, and ſae 
is the girl. bs 

Mord. Sir, you aſtoniſh me. i] 

Sir 4. Tis an unexpected buſineſs, but it's a fact, I aſ- 
| ſure you, Here he is himſelf, poor devil, how , wae he 


rw + 


| Enter Sir Theodore and à Lawyer. 5 
Sir 7. This unexpected blow from abroad affects me 
indeed: what, my friend to fail me in whom I placed 
ſuch an implicit faith ! not only to venture my own, but 
unfortunately my dear girl's fortune. Her misfortunes 
touch me more than my own ; however I will endeavour 
to bear this ſhock as well as J can, collect my ſpirits, and 


break this affair to my poor Charlotte. 


| Exit Sir Theodore and Lawyer. 

Mord. Fore gad, this is ſurpriſing ! Sir Archy, what 
has occafion'd all this? | Es 

Sir A. Faith, Mordecai, I dinna ken the particulars: 


but it ſeems by the words of Sir Theodore himſelf, a rich 


merchant in Holland, his partner, and he—the guardian 
over this lady, are both bankrupts; and as the lawyer 
there without confirms, have fail d for above an hundred 


thouſand pounds more than they can anſwer. 


Mord, And how does that affect the young lady? '* 
Sir 4. Why, Sir, the greateſt part of her fortune it 
ſeems was in trade with Sir Theodore - beſides the ſuit 


in chancery for above forty thouſand has been determined 


| againſt her this very day, fo that they are a- undone. 


Mord. You ſurpriſe me, Sir Archy, I thought the forty 
thouſand was prov'd clearly in her favour. 
Sir A, O ye dinna ken the law; the law is a fort of 


| hocus pocus, that ſmiles in your face although it pick your 


pocket; and the-glorious uncertainty of it is of more uſe 


to the profeſſors than the juſtice of it, Here they come, 


and ſeemingly in great affliction, 


Enter Sir Theodore and Charlotte, | 
Char. My dear guardian and patent, let me call you, 
for indeed ſuch you have ever been, give not yourſe . 


to grief on my account. 


- 


Sir T. It is only on your account that I can be miſera- 
ble, and yet for you there is a be- m of hope: I think we 
ean With lafety rely upon the honour and integrity of Sir 
Archibald Mac ſarcaſam, who will marry and ſnatch you 


from all misfortunes. 


dir A, Gin ye rely vpon me, ye rely upon a broken ſtaff; 4 
ye may as weel rely upon the Philoſophers's ſtane. What! 


would you marry me to make me a mender of bro 8 
1 ? 4 1 | 16 I — 
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ken ci- 


* 
pute at anes.— I am concern'd to ſce you in this diſor- 
der, Sir Theodore. 

Char. Ohl Sir Archy, if all the vows you ever profeſ- 
ſed, and fo laviſhly beſtow'd, were real, I am ſure this 
change of fortune will make no alteration in your ſenti- 
ments of honour. Now let the truth be ſeen. 

Sir A. Madam, I am ſorry to be the meſſenger o' ill 
news, but a' our connections is at an end. Our houſe has 
heard o' my connections wi? you, and I have had letters 
frae ſix dukes, five marquiſſes, four earls, three barons, 
and other dignitaries o' the family, remonſtrating, nay, 
expreſsly prohibiting my contaminating the blvid of the 
Macſarcaſms wi' any thing ſprung frae a hogſhead or a 
compting houſe. I aſſure you, Madam, my paſſion for 
you is very ſtrong, but I canna bring diſgrace upon an ho- 
nourable family | ; 

Char. There is no truth, no virtue in man. | 

Sir A. Guid troth, nor in woman neither that has nae 
fortune! Here is Mordecai, a wandering Iſraelite, a vaga- 
bond Hebrew, that's a very caſuality, ſprung frae annui- 
ties, bulls, bears, and lottery-tickets, and can ha'e nae 
family objeftions—he is paſſionately fond o you, and till 
this offspring of Accident and Mammon I refiga my inte- 


reſt in ye. | 


Mord. I beg your pardon, Sir Archy, I beg your par- 


don, marriage is a thing I have not thoroughly confider'd, 


and I muſt take ſome time before I can determiue upon ſo 
inextricable a ſubject; and I afſure you, Madam, my af 
fairs at preſent are not in a thatrimonial poſture. 

Char. 1 deſpiſe both them and you. 

. Enter Squire Groom. 

Groom. Hoicks, hilli ho, ho |—why, what's the matter 
here? w are we all at fault? is this true, Sir Theo- 
dore ? Mads, I hear that you and the filly both run o 
wrong fide the poſt. 

Sir T. Squire, this is no time to joke and trifle, or to 
attempt to diſguiſe our feelings on ſo ſerious and affecting 
a ſtroke. However, Gr, this is a charming girl, whoſe 
virtues deſerve a noble fortune, but the loſs of it will ſure- 


| ly make no abatement In your affections. 
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Groom. Harkye, Sir Theodore, I always make a match 


E723: 
: 
my things can carry. When I offered to match her, give and 
take, the filly was neither piper nor blinker - cheſt bound 
nor ſpavin'd; but I hear now her wind's touch'd: if fo I 
would not back her for a ſhiliing. I'll take her into my 
ſtead if you will—ſhe has a fine forehand—ſhe moves her 
paſterns well, gets on a good pace, a deal of faſhion and 
ſome blood, and will do well enough to breed out of; but 
I won't keep her in training the, for ſhe cant carry weight 
enough to come thro'—Matrimony, Sir, is a curſed long 
courſe, deviliſÞ heavy and ſharp turnings : it won't do 
ſhe can't come thro'—no, damme, ſhe can't come thro?. 
Sir A. I think, ſquire, ye judge right in my thoughts 
—the beſt thing the lady can do is to ſnap at the Iriſh» 
man. 


Mord. Well obſerv'd, Sir Archy. 
Groom. Ay, ay, Sir Archy has an excellent noſe, and 
hits off a fault as well as any hound I ever follow'd. 

Sir 4. He's fic a luiver as a lady in her circumſtances 
can wiſh, . 

Char. Thou wretch, whoſe ſentiments of honour are 
ſtill more deſpicable than your ſentiments of love! tho? I 


am to fortune loſt, my mind ſhall never be guilty of prin- 
Ciples of baſeneſs. ig : 


Mord. Huſh, huſh! he's here. 
| Enter Sir Callaghan, 
Sir J. What, my guid friend Sir Callaghan, I kiſs your 
hand. I ha'e been ſpeaking to the lady in your behalf wi! 

a' the eloquence I ha'—ſhe is enamour'd of your perſon, 
and ye are juſt come in the nick o' time to receive her 
heart and hand. 

Sir C, *Pon my conſcience, Sir Archy, I ſhould be proud- 
er to receive that lady's hand than a general's ſtaff, or the 
greateſt honour the army could beſtow upon me. 

Sir A. *T would be a deviliſh lucky match for her 
the fallow has a guid fortune, is a great blockbead, and 
loves her vehemently—three excellent qualities! come, 
come, Madam, true love is impatient and deſpiſes cere - 
mony—gi'e him your hand at anes. ; | | 

Char. No, fir, I cannot impoſe myfelf upon Sir Cal- 


laghan as unworthy of his eſteem, and deſtitute of friends 
and fortune. 


Sir & What means all this? 


& 


1 
Sir 7. Why nephew, this lady here, my unfortunate 


ward, this morning was poſſeſſed of a legacy, as we „ 81 
thought, fit to make happy the firſt of families, but by foot 
my ill conduct and want of care, her fortune, which! had by al 
ventured in trade, is loſt abroad, and the law fait loſt at 5 
home. Therefore her virtue, not fortune, muſt now be her. 
the 7 47 of your affections. bre 
Sir C. I aſſure you, Sir Theodore, I rejoice at bs. © G 
fireſs—for when ſhe was rich I approac'h her with fear | {trix 
and trembling, becauſe I was not her equal : but now ſhe B 
is poor, and has nobody to defend her, I feel ſomething ** 4 
warm about my heart, that tells me I love her better than - 1 
when | thought ſhe was rich; and if my life and fortune ker 
will be of any ſervice to her, ſhe {hall command them for a 
ever and ever. | } Cot 
Char. Generous man! | til 
Sir T. And will you take her for life! | 3 
Sir C. Ay! and for death too, which is a great deal J mY 
longer than life you know. 0 1 
Sir 7. Then take her, ſir, and with her an ample for- | 
tune—My bankruptcy was entirely feign dit was only to 1 5 
try the ſincerity of theſe gentlemen who call themſelves 1 
lovers. 

Mord. How's this? fc 
Groom. A helliſh croſs flung upon us by heav'as—di- x 
ſtanc'd ro damnation. t 
dir A. Gently, gently, whiſht—he's only taking him * 
in—the bubble's bit. | 9 

Sir 7, Why do you now ravſe, dear nephew? It was 'B 
only a ſcheme to try tie mean, the mercenary,” illiberal 1 


arts of thoſe who are a diſgrace to mankind, their coun- 
try, and themſelves. 

Sir C. Why this is ſomething like what thoſe litile 
jackanapes about town call humbugging a man. —Fii ſt, 
ſhe has no fortune, and then ſhe has a fortune, and then 
ſhe has no fortune again. | | 

Sir T. What I now tell you is a ſacred truth. Take : by 
her, ſir, and with ber an heart worthy your acceptance; j . 
take her as a reward for your diſiatereſted affection. 

Sir C. Take her !—the devil take me if I don't. 

; Char. And 1 new to voor propuſ.l with untecigned plea- 
ure. 
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3 „ | 
Sir C. By the glory of a ſoldier, I would rather be at her 
foot than ar the head of a regiment—and now ſhe's mine 
by all the rules of war, I have a right. to lay her under. 
contribution, for her kiſſes are lawful plunder. ¶ Kies 
Ber.] O ye are alittle tight creature! pon honour, her 
breath is as ſweet as the ſound of a trumpet. 

Groom. Why the knowing ones are all taken in here 
ſtripp'd and double diſtancd. Zounds the filly has run a 

crimp upon us. EY | 

Mord. Damn it, ſhe has jilted us moſt confoundedly. 
Sir A. By the croſs of St. Andrew Tl be reveng'd—l 
ken a lad of an honourable family, wha underſtands the 
ancient claſſicks in a* perfection.— He is now compoſing a 
comedy, and he ſhall inſinuate baith their characters in- 
till it. 2 

Mord. And T'll write a lampoon, where ſhe ſhall have 
an intrigue with a life-guards-man, g grenadier, and an 
opera ſinger. | ee 

Groom. I have a hedge yet. I can't. write, but PII tell 
you what I'll do—[T'll poiſon her parrot, kill her monkey, 
and cut off her ſquirrel's tail, damme. 

Sir C, Harkye, gentlemen, I hope you'll aſk my leave 
for all this. If you offer to write any of your nonſenſi- 
cals, or if you touch a hair of the parrot's head, or a fea- 
ther of the monkey's tail, or a hair of any thing belonging. 
to this lady, I'll be after making a few remarks upon 
your bodies. Lookye, I have an excellent pen by my ide 
that is a good critick, and writes a legible hand upon im- 
pertinent authors. 5 | 
Sir A. Hoot awa', hoot awa', man, diona talk in that 
idle manner, ſir, Our ſwords are as ſharp and as reſpon» 
ſible as the ſwords of ither men ; but this is nae time for 
ſick matters; he ha'e got the lady, and we ha'e got the 
willow. I am only ſorry for the little Girgaſite, Beau 
Mordecai, for he has beſpoken the nuptial chariot and a“ 
bis liveries; and my friend Squire Groom, I fear is quite 
ock'd in wi the turf;—and guid troth I am ſorry for the 
lady, for ſhe has loſt being matched in the great houſe of 
the Macſarcaſas, which is the greateſt loſs of a”. 


Sir C. This is ſomething like the cataſtrophe of a ſtage - : 


play, where knaves and fools are diſappointed. 
Sir 7, And an honeſt man rewarded. 


OF ' UNPUBLISHED 


** ** 


* L 1 8 


IRISH PLATS, 


1 School for Scandal 
2 Man of the World 
Baitle of Hexham 
4 Surrender of Calais 
5 Haunted Tower 
6 Notoriety 
7 Wild Oats 
8 Dramatiſt 
9 Fontainbleau 
10 Highland Reel 
11 Young Quaker 
12 Caſtle of Andaluſia 
13 Farmer | 
14 Love A- la- mode 
15 Modern Antiques 
16 Dead Alive 
17 Mogul Tale > 0 
18 No Song No Supper 
19 St. Patrick's Day 
20 Son In-Law 
21 Peeping Tom | 
22 Aprecable Surprize | 
23 Poor Soldier 
1 24 Duen na 
„** 3235 Patrick in Pruſſia 
286 Village Lawyer. 
27 Spoiled Child 
28 Animal Magnetiſm 
29 Hunt the Slipper ä 
9. Chit Chat | 
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